Wheels and Butterflies

THE HEBREW. I saw him buried,

THE GREEK. We Greeks understand these things*
No god has ever been buried ; no god has ever
suffered. Christ only seemed to be born, only
seemed to eat, seemed to sleep, seemed to walk,
seemed to die. I did not mean to tell you until I
had proof,

THE HEBREW.  Proof?

THE GREEK. I shall have proof before nightfall.

THE HEBREW. You talk wildly, but a masterless
dog can bay the moon.

THE GREEK. No Jew can understand these things.

THE HEBREW. It is you who do not understand*
It is I and those men in there perhaps who begin to
understand at last. He was nothing more than a
man, the best man who ever lived. Nobody before
him had so pitied human misery. He preached
the coming of the Messiah because he thought the
Messiah would take it all upon himself. Then
some day when he was very tired, after a long
journey perhaps, he thought that he himself was the
Messiah. He thought it because of all destinies it
seemed the most terrible.

THE GREEK. How could a man think himself the
Messiah ?

THE HEBREW. It was always foretold  that he
would be born of a woman.
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